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closely I studied the torch-bearer's demeanour, the more
convinced I became of its sincerity. He bore his sufferings
with a stoical endurance, to which his companions were
blind, or at least indifferent, leaving him to gather what
encouragement he might from a word of sympathy that I
gave him. Raising his cadaverous eyes to mine, he thanked
me with a smile more eloquent than words, more moving
than tears. It seemed to say: " Brother, thy loving-kind-
ness has revealed me to myself, and, behold, I am afraid."
A lump rose in my throat so that I could scarcely speak.
" Be of good courage," I whispered: " take refuge in God
from thyself, and all will be forgiven thee." The words
renewed his purpose, and, knitting his brow in a frown of
lithe resolution, he staggered on over the rugged pathway.

The road, winding through several declivities of the
valley, dips at length into the basin-plain of the surrounding
mountains. There it takes a sharp turn to the east, which
direction it keeps until on the limits of Arafat a place
called Alemeyn is reached. When we were mid-way
between the mosque of Khaif and the Hill of Arafat four of
the camels died from exhaustion, and the loads they bore
had to be divided among the freshest of the animals that
were left. Whilst this was being done by the moghavem^
our torch-bearer, in a state of wild excitement at the
interruption, flung down the guiding light, and then fell to
pacing restlessly to and fro, reeling in his gait like a
drunken man, and muttering incoherently to himself; nor
would he consent to pick up the torch, despite the
moghavenis repeated orders, until the caravan resumed its
march.

Shortly after, another delay was occasioned by the
death of a pilgrim who had walked all the way from Mecca
supported on his brother's arm. The moghavem refused to
set the corpse on one of his asses (that it might be buried,